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Getting frustrated 


Author's Notes: 
Story is told from Janne's POV throughout all chapters 


There were no concerts or interviews on our agendas for the next few months. It was time to get creative 
again for Alexi and to begin writing songs for the new album. We had been home for a few months already and 
what should have been a relaxing time so far to rest and catch-up with life in general was probably what 
Alexi found the most annoying and stressful. He didn't enjoy having to deal with everyday life and chores like 
buying food, doing the laundry or anything else of that kind. The good news for him was that he would soon 
start writing new music and when that would start, we would soon end up rehearsing together and move on to 


recording, so he would be kept busy with the things he liked and was much more at ease with. 


He was almost there. | could recognize the signs whenever | was around him these days. He was restless, 
meaning more than usually, he had mood swings, he had weird ideas about changing his look, his hair, his 
wardrobe and other strange things like that. Basically, inspiration was starting to boil in his mind but also inside 
of him, physically. It wasn't ripe yet to lead to anything concrete but it was starting to simmer. | don't think 
Alexi himself recognized the signs but | did. It had been more or less the same for the last three albums. | 


guess it is easier to notice when you're the external observer. | wasn't saying anything to him because | knew 
these kinds of comments typically annoyed him. | was waiting for him to let us know that he had started to 
work on the album. That would happen one of these days. 


As far as we were concerned personally, we were in a great place. We were so happy and relieved when the 
rest of the band gave us their blessing about us being together. It didn't bother them at all. It was great to 
see the weight of keeping our relationship secret off Alexis shoulders. He had been scared that they'd react 
badly to the news. | was sure it would be ok with the guys but we had waited till Alexi was comfortable as 
well to let them know. 


Now that we were back home, however, things were a little awkward from a practical point of view. We were 
both back in our respective apartments. We had our own families and circles of friends. We had somewhat 
different personal lives when we were off tour. We had obviously never given any thought about how it would 
be when we'd be back in Helsinki. Would we keep our apartments and start to sleep at each other's place? 
Would we move in together? Alexis place or mine? A different one we'd choose? We had known each other for 
so many years, so why not live together officially off tour as well? Yet, we hadn't talked about it. We were 
back in our normal life away from the road and | wasn't sure how to start the conversation because living 
together would mean that not only the band would know but eventually, everyone would. We could pretend we 
were just roommates but who would we be kidding? 


| was thinking about all that quite a lot and also a bit about the next album. | didn't know if Alexi was thinking 
about us and our future potential living arrangements because his brain was fully focused on music. | knew he 
was obsessing about the album already even he had not yet written anything. | had to give him space. It was 


not the right moment to bring up our living situation and have a serious talk about that. 


Alexi was in his own world when he was playing or composing music. | could sit and watch him for hours and | 
wouldn't get tired of it but it made him feel self-conscious. He had no problem calling us in and showing us 
what he had written or thought of but only when it was ready in his mind, not before. Usually, Alexi would 
start writing at home. When inspiration started to flow, he would spend his days playing and writing and would 
keep us updated on how it was going. We would get together and start working with him, transposing his ideas 
and guitar sounds into our own instrumental parts and building the songs from that. It would usually move on 


quite naturally from there onwards till we would actually record. 


This time, though, he wanted to do things differently. | didn't know why. | didn't ask because in the end he was 
the one doing it all by himself so he called the shots. He passed by my apartment one afternoon and he asked 
me not to go to his place or disturb him for the next two weeks. At first, | thought he was joking but he was 
serious. He told me that he felt he would get into the mood of putting new songs together faster this way, if 
he could just be by himself. | supposed he was doing that because things were different now between us. | was 
no longer coming to his place just to check on the new material or catching up on what was going on in general. 
| was passing by because | wanted to spend time with him. | wanted to spend the night or have him come over 
to my place and sleep there. He was behaving the same way with me. We were no longer only bandmates and 
best friends, we were also lovers. | think he might have been struggling a bit with that and how to balance his 
time between us and composing music for the band. 


So | reluctantly left him in peace for two weeks. | had no news from him, | hated it but | figured that the 
sooner he'd be done with this, the sooner we could spend time again together and maybe start to discuss how 


and where we'd live going forward. 

At the end of the two weeks, Alexi called me late at night. 
"Hey, Janne, it's me." 

‘Lexi! How are you?" 

"Next question," he answered. 

"Huh... Ok. So?" 

"So what?," he said. 


"Don't know but it's been about two weeks that you told us you needed alone time to start writing so if you 


call now, it means you've got something we can start working on, | suppose." 


"No, not yet. Just few things... It's... H's not working. | mean, fuck, | know you guys have been leaving me in 
peace and it's what | asked but I'm still home and | get distracted here with things and shit and whatever. | 


need to go away. I'll spend some time at the rehearsal studio. | was calling to let you know." 


| was surprised to hear he didn't have much more to share with us but we had plenty of time to get the 
recording done so that was no big deal. What was more unexpected was to hear him say that after spending 
two weeks alone, he was continuing along the same path. He didn't like being alone. He had never liked it so why 
was he trying to force himself into that situation further, especially if he hadn't managed to write anything 
this way so far? 


"Ok," | simply said. "But apart from that, what else have you done in the last two weeks?" 


| could hardly remember two weeks in a row during which we hadn't seen each other in the last months, on 
tour or at home here. | was slowly but surely getting bored and longing for him, counting down the days till 
the end of the two weeks. Actually, | was planning to go to his place the day after he called as | knew the two 
weeks were finished. Apparently he wasn't as bothered by the separation since he was just adding extra time 


away from me now. 


"Nothing, | mean | was trying to write new material. Fuck, what else do you think | was doing?" he said like my 


question was the stupidest ever. 


He sounded frustrated, that was pretty obvious. 


"Anyway, maybe | can pass by tomorrow?," | asked him, still hoping to catch him before he'd disappear for 


another week. 
"No, I'm leaving in the morning for the studio. I'll stay there for a week" 
"A full week? You're going to sleep there?" 


"There's a shower and everything, yeah. Why not? It's more practical than driving back and forth. | don't want 


to lose time driving." 

"You decide, man, but?..." | stopped myself because | realized | wasn't sure how to say the rest. 

"But what?," Alexi asked. 

Even if we hadn't spoken about our living situation and our relationship in details, since we had been back from 
the tour, we had been spending our evenings at each other's places several times per week. Alexi was all over 
me whenever we were together, no complains on my side on that front, and | admit | could hardly keep my 
hands off him either. So it was a little strange to get the distance treatment now all of a sudden. It didn't even 
seem to be an issue for him as we were speaking over the phone and that annoyed me more than anything. | 
was realizing the upcoming album was his priority, not me or rather, not us. Maybe | shouldn't have been 


surprised. 


| paused for a long moment, trying to choose my words not to sound upset or desperate but still get my point 


across. 
"We haven't seen each other for two weeks," | said, hoping he would catch my drift. 

"I know, its fucked up.. But give me one more week, ok? | need to get shit started" 

Fine, as you wish," | replied. 

There wasn't much to add on my end. Now | was getting frustrated as well 

| heard a long sigh on the other end of the line. 

"Janne... | know what you mean, ok? | get it. Believe me, | do," he finally said. 

Maybe he had caught the hint of bitterness in my tone earlier. 

‘It's just too fucking much to deal with for me now but it doesn't mean anything bad. It's not you. I'm the 
fucking problem. | can't get shit done around you because | think about you too much, then | end up wishing | 


was not but | like to think about you so the whole thing just gets on my nerves.. It's fucking stupid but | need 
to do something about that. | wish I'd be done with the album and we could just go on holidays wherever, you 


know? We'll do that when we have the new songs ready, ok?" 

At least he acknowledged something and | could hear it was difficult for him. | felt a bit better to hear him 
struggling with the situation as well. He had not forgotten about us, he was just a bit overwhelmed. Maybe | 
was impatient too. It had just been two weeks. | could wait another one, right? 


"Ok, Lexi.. I'll try to be patient. It's just that | miss you, you know?" 


"I know. Me too. Listen, I'm going to pack my stuff and try to get some sleep before tomorrow morning," he 
told me. 


"Let me know when you arrive. I'll tell the guys you're there." 

"Yeah. Bye," he said. 

| heard the line go silent. 

| understood he tried to be productive and effective and our relationship was a new element to handle in the 
midst of all this but | wasn't sure he was going about all this the right way. | hoped it would work out well and 
that | would soon get my boyfriend back and that we could hit the studio all together and have fun rehearsing. 
A few days later, | hadn't had much news from Alexi. | had texted him five days ago, the day he had arrived 
at the rehearsal location. He had just replied he was ok and getting ready to work. Thereafter | hadn't heard 
anything from him, he would just reply with one or two words to any of my messages. | guessed he didn't 


want me to interrupt him so | stopped texting after two days. 


| was wondering what Alexi was up to when the phone rang. | picked it up immediately, hoping it was him. 
Instead, it was Jaska. 


"Hey, man, what's up?," | asked. 

“All ok, Janne. You?" 

"Can't complain. Haven't had any news from Alexi since a few days, but..." 
"That's why I'm calling you," Jaska said. 

"Well, | have no news, | just said" 

| was at the studio yesterday till late. He called me to come and play drums." 


"What? Ok.. So he has some new songs to work on now?" 


| was a bit surprised he hadn't said anything to me but it was good news at least. 

"That's the thing, not really. We mainly jammed and stuff. He didn't have anything put together. And he looked 
off, tired and.. Not good. A bit of a mess. | tried to speak with him but he told me to fuck off. You know him, 
right? But | don't think it's doing him any good to be all by himself over there," Jaska stated. 

"He wanted to," | reminded him. 

"Yes, but he doesn't always know what's best for him" 

"Was he drunk?," | asked a little worried. 

"No, | don't think he's been drinking, like not too much. But there is something not right" 

"What do you mean?" 

"| mean you should go check on him and talk to him 


"Why me? You saw him, maybe you should try again to speak with him." 


"No. | have one child to take care of, that's enough. | haven't signed up yet for a second one. Besides, you're his 


boyfriend officially now, so he's your problem, man" 
| hadn't seen that one coming. 
"What? What does it have to do with us being a couple?" 


"Janne, you wanted his cute little ass, now you have to deal with his messed-up head as well," Jaska said 


laughing. 

Great. With friends like these.. | thought to myself. 

"Ok, fine, I'll go check on him." 

"And let me know how things go. | don't want him to get hurt or do something stupid." 
"Was it that bad?," | asked him. 


"Its never that bad, till he climbs on something and falls, breaks a bone, cracks his head open or whatever 


along those lines." 


Unfortunately, Jaska was not completely wrong. 


"| know, I'll go and see. Thanks for calling me." 

"No problem. Good luck" 

"Yes, I'll do my best," | said. 

Jaska hung up. 

| checked my watch. It was mid-afternoon. | could go now. It was not that far away, just a little outside of 
town, maybe a 50-minute drive if traffic was bad. | got up and went to put on shoes and a jumper. | was glad 
Jaska called. Jokes aside, he was right. It was on me to deal with him. Not because | had to but because now 


that | had heard he wasn't ok, | wanted to. Jaska was not the type of guy to worry for nothing. He had known 


Alexi for longer than me. If he said he was not doing well, it must have meant he was really not well 


Getting worried 
When | arrived, | saw his car on the parking lot at the back There were no other vehicles around. There were 
a few dead leaves and other bits of branches that had fallen on the windshield of Alexi's car. We had had a lot 


of rain and strong winds a few days ago. | guessed he hadn't moved his car since he had arrived at the start 


of the week, which also meant he probably hadn't left this place since several days. The main entrance door 
was locked from inside and | didn't have the key for the big main door lock but | had the key to the back door 
so | walked back into the parking area and went around the building towards to the rear. | unlocked the door 
and went in. 

| headed for the rehearsal room right away. | could see and hear Alexi playing. He was humming along 
whatever new riff he was playing around with on his guitar. Or maybe it was nothing new, because it sounded 
a lot like In Your Face. He was warming up perhaps. He couldn't see me as he had his back to the door. | walked 
closer and put my hand on his shoulder when | was next to him to say hi. 


"Lexi." 


He almost jumped two feet in the air as | said his name. Obviously he hadn't seen me coming or heard 


anything, yet | hadn't expected to startle him so much. 

"Holy fucking shit! Janne! You scared the fuck out of mel," he screamed. 

"| saw. Sorry, | didn't mean to. | just came in" 

Alexi was looking confused just seeing me here. 

"How the hell did you come in anyway?" 

"The back door," | said showing him the key. 

He didn't reply or say anything. He just stared at me like it was the oddest thing ever to see me in here. He 
did look tired, Jaska was right. He was pale as well, but when was he not? | went to sit on the couch that was 
against the wall, opposite to where he was sitting. 

"How are things going?,” | inquired. 

‘It is why you're here?" 


"Yes, | wanted to know how it's progressing and how you're doing," | added, slightly emphasizing the you when | 
said it. 


"You could have texted me," he said. 


"| could but.. When | text you, you're pretty laconic in your replies. It's easier to talk” 


He put his guitar on the side and stood up. | saw him blink a few times and almost lose his balance before he 


sat back down right away. 

"Hey! What was that?," | asked. 

He realized | was watching him closely and he looked away. 

"Nothing, | just sat up too fast," he replied. 

"Am not sure it's nothing. Are you alright?,” | asked again, trying not to sound too concerned, 

"Yes, stop this. | am fine," he insisted. 

He stood up again and looked ok this time. He went to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. At least, he 
was not drinking, for now. The last few albums’ writing process had involved way too much alcohol, just like 
touring had since we had started going around the world with the band. But since Alexi's few hospital stays for 
stomach problems during our last tours, he had really started to calm down on this side and he was trying to 
take care of himself when we were touring. He would still have beers or some alcohol during our time off at 
home, like now, or when working in the studio, but it was in much more modest quantities. | liked buzzed Allu 
better than plastered Alexi, probably because his behavior change prompted me to drink less too and enjoy 
him more than before. Especially now that we were together, we had better things to do than drink ourselves 


into a coma. I'd rather see him bend over for me than for puking into the toilet. But | digress... 


"Imagine the shit I'd read online if there was a journalist taking a picture of me drinking mineral water while in 


the studio," he told me as he took a sip. 

| guess he read my mind. 

"They wouldn't say anything shitty," | answered to reassure him 

"If they don't, its worse. They'd say l'm getting old," he laughed 

"You've been here since almost a week," | said. "Is it better to write here?" 

"Yes, its been helping, | think.. km not there yet, but | start to have ideas for new stuff" 
"Jaska told me you asked him to come over," | continued 


"Is it why you're here?" 


"Why do you say that?" 
"You didn't like that | called Jaska and not you?" 
"ım not like that, Lexi." 


And that was true. | wasn't jealous or anything of that sort. | was just concerned after what Jaska told me 


but that, | didn't want to tell him, of course. 

"I needed drums and rhythm to check a few new things | had in mind.. That's why | called him." 

"I get it, you don't have to explain anything. But mainly | wanted to see you and how you're doing." 

| was missing him, truthfully. He had rarely been like that, willing to isolate himself so much, been distant on 
the phone or by text or emails. It was out of character for him. He was standing in front of me, drinking 
water. His body was here but his mind was somewhere else completely. 

"What?," he asked when he caught me staring at him. 

"Are you sleeping at all? You look dead tired” 


He sighed. 


"Am not sleeping great but | can cope," he said. "I don't sleep great at home either," he added. "| never do, you 


know that." 


True, he never did except when | slept with him. | felt a guilty pleasure for noticing a hint of satisfaction at 
myself for that. | liked to know that | had that effect on him. 


"You need to rest well for a few days, then you'll come back here recharged," | ventured. "Why don't you go 


back home? Or we can go to my place?," | said with a smile. 
| was hoping he'd say yes and come back home with me. He smiled back but then he shook his head. 


| have too much to write. It's going too slow. | don't know why. | think | should have written so much more in 


a week. | just have bits and pieces.. | need to get my shit together, seriously.” 
"Come and sit down here," | said tapping on the spot next to me on the couch. 
"No," he said. 


| looked at him puzzled. 


"No?" 
"Janne, don't do that." 

| stood up from the couch and walked towards him. He was behaving a little off and | didn't understand why. 
"Why? What?.. What did | do?," | asked. 

"You're here. That's why | went away. | can't concentrate with you around. | told you, you're.. 

He didn't finish his sentence. 

‘lam what? Annoying you? Distracting you?" 


"I'm trying to use my energy for this now and.. When you're around, | want to be with you, so it's not helping. 


You know what | mean," he answered with a small grin. 
| guess | should have been flattered to hear him say that he couldn't focus when | was around because he 
was thinking about me. But | believed he was exaggerating the whole thing, as usual, and he was not telling me 


everything. 


"You're just too hard on yourself. We have plenty of time to come up with the album material. You don't have 


to rush it. You should just relax." 

"I'll be relaxed when | have new songs written out," he replied. 

He turned around and went for the door. | grabbed him by the arm and swirled him against me. 

"Let me help," | said before removing his hat and running my fingers in his hair. 

| missed holding him in my arms. 

"No, Janne.. Don't... Wait, | need to sit down," he told me a little out of breath. 

| wasn't sure why he was saying that but | pulled him with me to the couch to sit down He didn't protest but 
he wasn't pleased. It was not just me annoying him by being around or the stress of the new album. There 


was something else. 


| placed my hands around his face, rubbing my thumbs on his hollow cheeks. Now | had a good look at him, he 


seemed exhausted. 


"Are you sick? You don't look well," | said. 


Alexi moved back a little, trying to get away from my hold. | let him go. He looked uncomfortable and worried. 
“There's something wrong, | can see it," | added. 
"Don't make a big deal of it, ok?," he asked me. 


That wasn't telling me much except that there was something going on and if he started like this, it probably 
meant that | wouldn't like what | would hear. 


"| won't," | told him. 
"Yeah, you say that now but then.. You promise?" 
"Yes, ok, | promise. Can you tell me now?" 


‘I've had headaches since yesterday, or even the night before. They come and go, they make me feel weird. | 
guess it's because | don't sleep much and this special diet." 


| cringed inside at his last few words but | didn't say anything. What special diet was he talking about? Alexi 
was not paying attention to what he was eating, at all, ever. He didn't eat a lot but he ate whatever he felt 


like. | had never heard him say he was on a diet and he wasn't interested in eating bio or organic food or 


according to whatever new diet fad was around So what was this now? 
"What diet? You're on a diet?" 


He looked at me to assess whether | was getting upset or if | was just curious. | was definitely curious and 


trying not to get upset so he would still talk to me. 

| read this stuff online about how to boost your creativity and shit like that and | thought why not, you 
know? What the hell? I'll try, see what it does, since | cannot get shit done anyway.. So | started this fast and.. 
| haven't eaten much of anything since 3 days or so. What day are we today?" 
A fast? | bit my tongue, almost literally. 

"When you say not much, you mean how little exactly?" 

‘It's fasting, Janne. You don't eat when you fast. Duh." 

"You've not eaten anything since 3 days?" 


"I drink, you know, water and coffee and fruit juice," Alexi replied. 


"Yes, but you haven't had any solid food since 3 days? Fuck, Lexi.. How long is this stupid diet supposed to 


last?" 


Its not stupid Its for 5 days but | can't find back the fucking web page where | first saw the diet so | don't 
know exactly how it's supposed to work so | just stopped eating. Whatever. Maybe the effects are only starting 


later and it takes time to kick in and make me more creative," he said on a defensive tone. 


"People don't fast for so many days. It's not fine. You gotta eat something. Why do you think you have 


headaches? Or you felt dizzy when you stood up five minutes ago?" 

"| knew you wouldn't understand," he complained. 

"You don't need to do anything crazy like that to write good songs. You always write good songs. Just..." 

"You just don't fucking get it, do youl?," he interrupted me yelling as he stood up. "I've been waiting to get 
inspired since we came back end of last year! Then I've been trying non-stop to write since three weeks! Three 
fucking weeks! Nothing! Fucking nothing! Riffs that sound like shit or fit with nothing else or sound like what we 
did before! No decent lyrics, just fucking pathetic words and sentences that mean nothing put together, like | 
fucking can't speak English! | can't stand it anymore! | fucking cannot go on like this! | need to get things done!" 


He stormed out of the rehearsal room and slammed the door behind him. 


Crashing and burning 


Author's Notes: 
Angst, hurt and comfort.. 


Alexi could get upset and intense but that was a lot of intensity even for him. We would often bitch at each 

other but never too seriously. That was serious. That was four months of frustration unleashed over me in a 
few seconds. | didn't like to see him so lost and stressed out and | didn't like that he started researching stupid 
ideas like fasting to get creative. He could do enough stupid things on his own, he didn't need external input for 


that. 


| waited a few minutes to see if he would come back and we could talk normally but since there was no sign of 
him, | got up and went out of the rehearsal room to look for him. He was surely upstairs in the little lounge 


we had arranged next door, rehashing our conversation. 

Why did he have to make everything so difficult for him and everyone around, | thought as | climbed up the 
stairs, ready to argue further with him. My plan disappeared the minute | saw him. He was on the floor on his 
knees next to the couch, heaving with his head bent down. | froze for a few seconds and then moved closer. 
Maybe he was having a panic attack. | had never seen anyone have one and | had never seen Alexi in this state 
either. That wasn't good. Jaska was right, he was not doing fine. 

"Allu." | knelt down next to him. 

His shoulders and chest were moving up and down way too fast from his erratic breathing. 

"Calm down, look at me... Allu, please..." | said trying to keep some composure and not freak out myself. 


He didn't look at me. 


| wasn't upset or angry at him anymore; | was seriously concerned for his health and a little for his sanity as 
well. It had been a long while since he had had any issue on that side but the pressure he was putting on 
himself this time, and | still really didn't understand why, was starting to catch up with him. | had seen enough 


of Alexis self-harming and messing up when we were younger. | didn't want him to go down that path again. 


He put one hand on the couch and tried to get up. He was still hyperventilating and didn't seem to find the 
strength to push his arm or legs up. 


"Come here," | said as | helped him up and made him sit on the couch. 


| pushed him further into the cushions and made him lie there. | brushed his hair away from his sweaty 


forehead so | could see the look on his face. His eyes were not looking at me. He was staring right through me. 


He was lost in whatever internal turmoil and struggle he was having. 
"Shh... Breathe in, breathe out.. Stop worrying, it's going to be fine." | said trying to soothe him. 


| kept talking to him. | don't even remember what | was saying. | wasn't sure he was listening or even simply 


hearing me but eventually he started to get calmer and his labored breathing slowed down gradually. 


We must have stayed on the couch for several minutes after that. | was watching him and making sure he 


was fine. 
"Are you ok?" | finally asked when his breathing had come back to normal. 


It sounded like the dumbest question ever given what | had just witnessed but | couldn't think of anything else 
to say or ask and the silence was killing me. He looked at me and nodded. He was far from ok but he was no 


longer in a frenzied trance or state of panic attack so it was as good as it would get for now. 
"lm fucking tired," he replied. 
"Stay here and rest, alright? Try to sleep. I'll be watching over you. I'll stay here too." 


Alexi turned on his side and tucked himself into the sofa cushions. His eyes were already closed. He must have 
been really tired because he was asleep a few minutes after that. Had he ever had this kind of panic attack by 
himself before already? I'm sure as hell if he had he wouldn't have said anything anyway. 


| wasn't sure what to do now. Earlier on he didn't seem ready to leave and come back home with me but he 
definitely wasn't to be trusted and he shouldn't stay alone. God only knew what he would try next if left by 
himself. | suddenly remembered he had said he hadn't eaten since 3 days. | moved away from his side, but not 
before putting a blanket over him and caressing his hair to check if was sleeping. He didn't budge. | went down 


the stairs in the other room to call and get some food delivered He had to eat something when he would wake 


up. 

| was sitting next to Alexi on the couch playing video games with the sound on low when | felt him stir next to 
me. He woke up and looked at me. It took him a moment to remember why | was there with him. He sat up and 
pushed the blanket away. 

"Hey," | said putting the game on pause. 

Alexi passed his hands on his face and rubbed his eyes to try to wake up a little more. 


"Did | sleep long?," he asked. 


"Two hours," | told him. 


"Shit! That long?" 

"How do you feel?" 

"Strange," he replied. 

"| ordered pizza. | ate a few slices. You need to get some food in you," | said pointing at the pizza box. 

"Ok," he said. 

| was surprised at his sudden tame attitude. | had prepared in my head a number of good arguments to 
lecture him about eating something and stop his stupid fast, without using the word stupid not to aggravate 
him. Now | didn't even have to use any of that. Maybe he was hungry after all. | was glad to see a bit of 
survival instinct taking over. He sat on the edge of the couch and reached for the box. He picked up a slice and 
took a bite. | tried to hide my smile but | think he saw me grin. | looked away even if it was too late and | 


resumed my game. 


This was weird. | had no clue what to say and asking him a ton of questions would probably upset him again, so 
| just decided to wait till he would say something. 


After he finished his pizza slice, he folded his legs under him and tucked himself back in the couch. 

"| kinda lost it earlier, didn't |?" 

"Yeah," | said. 

"lm fucking stuck, Janne. | don't know why." 

| put the remote aside and turned off the video game. 

"| don't know why you put so much pressure on you right now. You've always come up with great stuff for 
the other albums with the same process. It will come naturally again this time, don't try to force it. Maybe 
you need a couple more weeks, or a month. Who cares?" 


"It looks easy but its not," he said. 


"| didn't say it was easy. But | know you're good at that so there is no reason it won't work this time. You just 
need to let go a little. Don't obsess about it. Go back home, do your normal stuff and it will happen 


He glanced at me and then turned his face up to stare at the ceiling for a moment before locking his eyes on 


me again. 


"| don't like to be here all by myself. | know it's fucking stupid to freak out about that at my age but..," Alexi 


confessed. 
"| know. We all get scared, sometimes," | answered. 


"Not for irrational things like | do. | don't even really know what scares me here. Juts.. What do you fear, 


Janne? You're never scared of anything." 
| turned around and faced him. 
lm scared of losing you," | said. "I miss you, Allu." 


| reached for his shoulder and moved my hand up into his hair, caressing his face. He leaned into my hand as 


it rubbed against his cheek. 

"| miss being with you," | added, 

"You mean you miss fucking me, right?," Alexi said with a small laugh. 

| looked at him and | saw fear in his eyes. He tried to hide it with a joke but it wasn't working. 


"That too, l'm not gonna lie. But | miss your presence," | continued. "You can't drive yourself crazy like this. 


You'll never make it to record anything" 


Alexi unfolded his legs and scooted right next to me. He bent one knee to rest his head on it but he didn't say 
anything. 


"What's bothering you so much? Tell me. It's killing me to see you like this, you know?," | told him. "I know not 
being inspired is bugging you but there's something else, it seems." 


He changed his seating position again and sighed. He rubbed the back of his neck, looking down at the floor and 
then on the side. Basically, avoiding to look at me. Finally he said something. 


"Janne... What will you think of me if | don't come up with something good this time?" 
"What do you mean? You will write great stuff, | know." 


"But what if | don't? What about.. Another time, if.. When | don't come up with anything good anymore. Will.. 


Will you still want me? | mean, want to be with me?" 


| couldn't believe that he was asking me this. He looked dead serious. He wasn't fishing for compliments or 


joking. He was scared and anxious. And apparently he was scared about me not wanting to be with him? 


"How can you even think like this? Allu, you know its you | love.. Everything about you You don't have to 


prove me anything or perform or do stuff for it." 


"But... Besides this, you know... Playing guitar and the band, | can't do shit. If | can't do this anymore.. Why would 


you stay with me?" 

"Goddammit, Allu... I'll be with you because | want to. | love you no matter what" 
"Even when | behave like a fucking idiot?" 

"You mean like right now? Yeah.. Even now," | said. 

| pulled him against me for a kiss. He kissed back tentatively, not his usual way, at all 


"Relax... You're coming home with me tonight, no discussion," | said before planting another kiss on his mouth, 


not leaving him any time to answer or protest. 

| think | heard him mumble ok against my mouth. Good, | wasn't leaving him any choice anyway. Now he was 
kissing me back properly. He seemed to unwind a little. He climbed on my lap and sat more comfortably against 
me. God, | had missed that. His little body cozying up against mine. 

"You said you wanna take me home tonight?," he asked me, nuzzling his face on the side of my neck. 

"Yes, my place," | confirmed, nestling my face above his shoulder. 

"And what nefarious plan do you have in store for me when I'll be at your place?" 

‘lm gonna fuck some sense into you," | whispered in his ear. 

Alexi chuckled at my answer and pulled back to look at me. 

Oh, really?" 

"Yeah, really. Slow, deep and hard.” 

Now he was laughing. 

"Did you just quote Type O Negative?" 

"You noticed?," | said with a smile. 


"Seems so. There's an idea for our next cover song. And.. | have nothing against that plan. Maybe we can even 


start here and now," Alexi said while sliding one of his hands between us and squeezing my crotch. 


| gasped. Sure, it would have been nice but first | had to get him out of here, just to make sure he would stop 


obsessing about his writer and composer's block. 

"No, no, no..." | said reluctantly, pushing his hand away. 

"Why not?" 

| managed to get him to keep his hands away from me, holding his wrists behind his back. 
| need to lure you back in town, so.. Sorry but you'll wait till we're at my place." 

Alexi sighed and moved away from me. 


"And you can stop pretending that you're sulking, | know you're not. Come on.. Grab your stuff and we'll go. It's 
already past 6 o'clock" 


| stood up and picked up the pizza box to bring the leftovers with us. Alexi walked down the stairs and went 
back to the rehearsal room. His mood swings were a little tiring. | was hoping that they would even out once 


he'd be properly fed and rested and he'd start to get distracted from his creative crisis. 


Getting it on 


An hour later, Alexi had gathered his clothes and some of the things he had brought over to the studio and 
rehearsal venue earlier this week, as well as the two guitars he had taken with him. | packed his things in my 
truck and we drove back to my place. He hadn't made too much of a fuss when | told him to take his things 
and come back with me but he didn't talk much during the car ride. He was lost in his thoughts and | was 
hoping he was simply tired and wasn't going to freak out this evening and have another panic attack or 


something similar. 


Once we were back at my place, Alexi unpacked his stuff while | prepared us sandwiches. When he was finished 
unpacking, he went to sit on the couch and started fumbling with one of my small keyboards. | proposed to 
watch a movie and he said yes, still distracted by the sounds he could get out of the instrument by randomly 
hitting the keys. 


We searched Netflix and | chose the movie. | don't even remember what it was. | started it and at the same 
time | put his sandwich on a plate in front of him with a beer. He didn't protest and ate a bit more than half 
of the sandwich together with the whole beer as we were watching a movie. When the movie was over, | 


brought everything back in the kitchen 
"lm tired. You're coming to bed?," he asked me. 
"Yes, I'll be right there." 


Alexi sat up and walked away. He still looked pretty down in general. | was trying to remember how things were 
and how he started writing for the previous albums but it was all a bit nebulous. It just happened so there 
was not too much to remember, | guessed. Was he all out of sync this time because of me? Or rather, 
because we were together now? Shit, that wasn't good. We were happy together so if anything, that should 
have had a positive effect on him. It seemed it was the contrary. Also, what he had said before was lurking at 
the back of my mind. Why was he doubting me and my interest in him? Like | was with him only if he was 
successful in this band? That was disturbing and ludicrous but that obviously bugged him enough to interfere 
with his songwriting. Was that the reason he felt more pressure this time to write? Like he didn't want to 
disappoint me? He never did. We always had a ball when he started playing new songs. We'd listen in and would 
sit down with him, | would add keyboard solos and melodies thrown in. | loved to do that together with him 
leading me where he wanted to. | didn't want to discuss all this now but eventually, | guess we would need to 


talk about that if us being together was the issue. 


| finished to put the dishes away and turned off the lamps. | arrived in front of the bedroom. The door was 
wide open. Alexi was finishing to undress. He turned around as he sat on the bed and saw me smile at him. | 
hadn't stepped in the room yet. | was leaning against the door frame and admiring him. | was very much aware 
| was so in love with him that it was ridiculous. As if | had been all those years but had to restrain myself 


and now, finally, | could let it all out. Yeah, maybe it was that. 


Alexi gave me a knowing glance and moved over in the middle of the bed, sliding under the sheet. | loved how 
he looked sprawled on the bed, his head slightly raised on a bunch of pillows. Alexi was sexy and hot when he 
was blond but | also really liked how he looked with his natural brown hair. His icy blue grey eyes stood out 


even more. 


| snapped out of my musing and stepped into the bedroom. | started to undress in front of him. He was looking 
at me with a smirk. We definitely weren't shy with each other. | guess that more than I5 years of almost 
permanent life alongside the band, especially in the confines of a tour bus, killed most of our inhibitions. And 
the few that may have survived definitely got the ax with the amount of alcohol we would drink in our 
younger days and whatever we ended up doing when we were hammered. So this, now, was comfortable for 
sure. And more than comfortable, | loved to see him naked. He was gorgeous. He didn't like getting compliments 
too much though, so | always had to refrain from commenting on how hot | would find him. That was an 
occasional reminder for me that he still struggled with self-esteem issues. | still couldn't wrap my head around 
the fact he could not see how people were looking at him. He had charisma on stage but he was not the same 
in real life with people he didn't know. He was sure of himself and his guitar skills but he was so insecure 
about how he looked. He was a whole bunch of contradictions. | don't know where it was coming from but | 
wanted to make him feel safe and protected and appreciated. There was something so breakable and utterly 


attractive about him that it came naturally to me. | loved him and | was there to take care of him. 


That night, after a few weeks alone and this week locked up in the rehearsal studio stressing out and 


practically starving himself for no good reason, more than ever, | felt like | had to take very good care of him. 


| joined him on the bed and caressed his hair. | pushed down the sheet to see all of him. He let me do all this 
and smiled. We both knew where this was going. 


"| don't know how great its gonna be, Janne. I'm so out of it," he told me. 

| could see he was tired and he wasn't in the best mood but | also knew | could make him feel better. This 
would be a much more immediate and effective way to cure his insecurities and doubts than any long chat. At 
least, that would do for now and getting him to sleep well. 

| gave him a long and deep kiss. | had pictured him like this over the last three weeks every night | had to 
spend by myself while he was away. My beautiful Alexi waiting for me in bed. Granted, in my dreams, he was 
way more active and wouldn't wait for me to initiate much but it didn't matter tonight. 


He kissed me back, sliding one arm around my shoulders to pull me closer. 


"Just let me take your mind off everything. You're maybe out of it in your head but you seem up for it down 


there," | answered giving a glance at his hardening cock. 
"Yeah, well.. No clue how this is happening," he laughed. 


“Apparently, you missed me," | chuckled. 


He pushed his forehead against mine, his hand caressing the back of my neck. 
"| did, yeah... | fucking missed you." 


| gave him another kiss, more pressing this time. After that | let my mouth travel down his neck and 
shoulders. | wanted to kiss his whole body, taking my time like | rarely did. | bit and sucked his nipples, | moved 
down his flat stomach to tease his belly button, which made him squirm and giggle. Then | moved further 
down, kissing his slightly protruding hip bones. He was already a little skinny so he definitely didn't have to stop 
eating. | brushed my fingers down his thighs and pushed his legs apart a little more. By now, his cock was hard 


and leaking, awaiting some release that | was only too eager to give him. 

| ran my hand up from the base of his shaft to the tip, rubbing the slit with my thumb. 

"Janne... Please." Alexi whispered. 

His pleading voice and look were hard to resist. | moved a little closer and gave a long lick to his cock 

Alexi sighed loudly at the contact of my tongue. One of my hands slid down to caress his balls and the other 
gripped the base of his cock while | closed my mouth around him. | gave him slow sucking movements and 
swirled my tongue around him. 

"Holy fuck, yes..." Alexi managed to say. 

| looked up at him and saw his head fall back into the pillows after he closed his eyes. | wasn't often going down 
on him. | don't know why. We were normally so stupidly eager to fuck that we were probably skipping foreplays 
and all the other nice things. When we were on tour and on the bus, there was not much room and privacy. It 
wasn't really conducive to take our time and enjoy each other. Now we were home, it was different and | hoped 
Alexi would soon ditch his isolationist mood. | wouldn't mind giving him all the time and privacy he needed during 
the day to write new songs if | could have him like this every night. 

| felt Alexi's hands fisting my hair as | started to suck him a little faster and gripping him a little tighter. My 
other hand let go of his balls and my fingers slid further, caressing and pressing right behind them. He jerked 
his hips and let out a small growl as | reached the sensitive area. 

"Inside. Your fingers." he moaned. 

| was a bit too busy to answer but shook my head for no. 


"You're mean," he said between pants. 


| would give him what he wanted, sure, but later. It would be too easy otherwise. | enjoyed being in control of 


what | was making him experience and from the way he was writhing under me now, | knew | was not doing too 


bad. 

"Janne... Fuck, Janne... I'm so close.. Make me come..." 

| wasn't sure how close he was. Usually, | could tell but here he was still so tense from being stressed out 
that it was hard to differentiate sexual tension from stress in his body. | moved my mouth up a little and put 
a bit more pressure on the tip of his cock with a few mean licks. 

It seemed to do the trick as he arched his back quite impressively and exploded in my mouth. 


"Ja-Jannel.." 


| swallowed his load and licked him clean. While doing so, | looked up at Alexi. He had a look of pure rapture on 


his face. | felt pretty proud of myself. 
"| love you," he said looking down at me. "Sorry for being such a fucking drama queen," he added. 
"I love you too, Wild Child” 


Alexi blushed at the mention of his nickname. | was a little out of breath from my performance but horny as 
hell now. My own cock demanded attention and the sight of Alexi's relaxed body was becoming way too 
tempting. | climbed further up on the bed, kissing him on his forehead, his nose, his mouth. 


"Lie on your stomach, Allu," | whispered. 


Alexi looked at me surprised. It was not what he expected, for sure, but he turned around nevertheless. It 
wasn't often that | would ask him this. | loved to see his face and be able to kiss him when we fucked so | 
would usually have him on his back but tonight | wanted to feel him differently. | wouldn't have his handsome 
face to look at but | would feel his whole body. There was so much more skin contact this way and the 
thought of his body undulating under me when | would come inside him would be a special treat. 


| pushed a pillow under his hips and then crawled next to him, my hands caressing his arms. He had lifted them 
up and tucked his hands under his face. | took in the sight of his tattoos from a different angle than what | 
was accustomed to see. My hands were sliding from his wrists to his elbows, over his small biceps and 
shoulders. | pushed his hair on one side. | kissed the salty warm skin of his nape, biting him gently there a few 


times before moving to the side of his neck, below his ear. 
"| like the view from behind," | whispered. 


He was quiet but | could hear his breathing getting a little deeper already and low pleasure sighs coming out as 


| was touching him. 


My hands continued their journey down his sides, feeling his ribcage, his waist and his hips. After | caressed 


his legs down and up again, my hands traveled back towards his nice firm ass. | placed my mouth on the small 
of his back and started kissing him there, moving slowly from one side to the other, and then further down to 
his butt cheeks, one at a time, my hands were brushing over his hips again and the upper parts of his thighs. 
| slowly moved my hands on the inner parts of his thighs and pushed his legs apart. 

"Come on.. ‘nuff teasing..." Alexi whined. 


"Getting there," | replied 


| reached out to my bedside table, where | kept the lube. | slid one finger in easily, and soon after a second. 
Alexi pushed his ass up against my fingers a few times as | was stroking his sensitive spot inside. 


"More... Fuck, gimme more... Janne, please... 


"I love to hear you beg like this, Allu." | said as | withdrew my fingers and moved over him, propping myself 


up on one hand and pushing myself inside. 

| only went in halfway and then pulled out, just waiting to hear him complain, again. 

"Shit, don't do that.. Fuck me now," he protested, as anticipated 

| tried not to laugh. | slid back in him, slowly but fully this time, | also lowered myself on him, my whole body 
covering his. | heard him gasp. | wondered if it was because of my dick or the pressure | was putting on him 
with my weight, maybe it was both. In any event, it felt wonderful for me to feel him like that. He felt smaller 
and more fragile than usual. My hands traveled up alongside his arms all the way to his hands. | interlocked 
our fingers and started to thrust. | could feel his hips trying to rock in sync with my movement but he 
couldn't move much under my weight. 

"You're ok?," | asked. 

My mouth was just next to his ear. 

"Yeah... Even if you're crushing me," he answered. 

"Sorry," | said. 

| moved my arms down to roll us over but he stopped me. 

"No, stay like this. Feels different but... | like it too." 

| brought my arms up again to let my hands grab his. He turned his head on one side so | could kiss him. 


Feeling his little body trashing under me was a major turn-on. | moved my hips faster, ramming into him at a 
higher pace, following the rhythm of his moans and breaths. | could feel the heat between us, my chest and 


stomach sliding over his back which was slick with sweat. | bit into his shoulder in between kisses, lightly, till | 
got a bit carried away and really bit him. 


"Fuck, Jannel," he cursed as my teeth left red marks just above his shoulder blade. 

"| missed you so much, Allu.. You feel too good.. Am not going to last..." | panted next to his ear. 

He was managing to buck his hips up a little now as my thrusting movements left him a bit more room to 
maneuver with. After a few more minutes of holding back, | came eventually, growling against his neck and 
squeezing his fingers in mine. | hadn't felt so good in a long while and enjoyed getting lost in the feeling of being 
with him and inside him. 


"Allul.. Fuck, Allu.. You're so fucking perfect..." 


| rode my orgasm as long as | could, thrusting in him still but a bit slower, till | couldn't anymore and | 


collapsed over him, burying my face in his hair. He was moaning loudly too. 
‘Janne... Shit, that was... Like really fucking good, almost like cumming again," Alexi said breathless. 


As great as | felt like that, | realized it would likely be much nicer for him to have me off his back so | rolled 


over on my side. Alexi turned around and rolled his shoulders before stretching like a cat next to me. 

"You were amazing," | told him. 

‘| was just lying there." 

"Well, then you're amazing at lying there." 

"Jeez, thanks,” Alexi replied. 

| got up and went to turn off the lights in the bedroom before getting back in bed. | picked up my t-shirt and 


rubbed it on Alexi's ass and between his thighs, wiping him clean of any trace of my cum. It was too late and 


we felt too good to move or go take a shower. He curled up against me and we fell asleep right away. 


Getting there, finally 
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The following morning, | woke up with Alexi lying next to me, his back turned towards me. | checked my phone. 
It was just around 8 o'clock. He was still sound asleep. | didn't look at the time when we went to bed the night 
before but it must have been around midnight. | didn't think he had woken up during the night, which meant 

that he was catching up on sleeping properly. He had his left arm over the sheet. His hair was not as long as 
before and it wasn't covering his shoulders anymore. | could clearly see the bite mark | left yesterday on his 


left shoulder. | resisted the urge to let my finger trail over the teeth marks to avoid waking him up. 

| moved carefully out of the bed He didn't stir. | went to the bathroom and then to the kitchen. | was hungry. | 
hope he would be as well when he'd get up so | checked what | had home to prepare him a decent breakfast. | 
had eggs and bread. | had cereals too and the pizza leftovers. Hopefully he would eat something out of all that. 
| prepared some coffee and poured some cereals in a bowl for myself and sat in front of the kitchen window. 
By the time | was done and | had checked my emails and the news, it was almost IO o'clock. | walked back into 
the bedroom. Alexi was still sleeping, he had turned around, however, so he was perhaps getting ready to wake 
up. | sat on the edge of the bed on his side and kissed the top of his head. No reaction | repeated the action 
and whispered in his ear. 

"Lexi. Time to get up... 

This time, he was awake. He turned around and buried his face in the pillow. 

"A little longer...” 

"Come on.. I'm gonna shower. Wanna join me?" 

"What time is it?," he mumbled. 

“Almost 10.00 am." 

"Shit, no.. Don't need to get up so early..." 


"Ok, stay there... I'll wake you up again when I'm done," | said. 


He was right. He didn't have to wake up for anything, except trying to get back into a normal timing and 


routine and get to work when he'd feel less pressured. It would be good to keep him busy doing other things 
today and tomorrow again. Yesterday right was only a start. | couldn't fuck him all day long, even if that would 
have been an appealing way of keeping us both busy, but | could take him out and do things. It was April and 


the weather was ok outside. 


When | got out of the bathroom, Alexi was no longer in bed He was sitting at the kitchen counter and having 


coffee and eating a slice of cold pizza 

"Hey, there," he said when | approached. 

"How did you sleep?," | asked while | hugged him from behind, resting my chin on his head. 
"Not too bad, thanks for asking.” 

| was shocked. He sounded in a good mood. And all it took was one good fuck session last night.. Go figure. 
"What do you say we go out today? We can go for a walk or something,” | said. 

"Out? Hts raining." 

"So? We take an umbrella. It's not cold." 

lm not walking out in the rain. Besides, | have a problem." 

"What?" 

"My car. | don't have it. Its parked at the studio." 

Right. We left yesterday together with my truck and of course, we didn't think of his car. 


"So we go for a walk somewhere over there and we stop by the studio on the way back, you pick up your car 


and drive it back here." 

"There's absolutely nothing to see and walk around over there," Alexi said. 

"And how would you know?" 

‘Ive been out there when | was fed up of being locked into the studio and trying to get some inspiration this 
week. | walked around in the forest next to the road. There's nothing, unless you wanna watch squirrels 


humping each other." 


That was an interesting fauna fact that | wouldn't forget to mention to Henkka when I'd see him next time 


since he's a big wildlife enthusiast. Fine. So | gave up on the idea of fresh air and walking for today, not wanting 


to spoil his good mood. We could do something indoors instead. 
"We can go see a movie then. You choose." 

Alexits face lit up a little. At least he was considering the idea. 
"Movie date, huh? What about my car?" 

"We'll get it after the movie," | said. 


"Deal. Let's see what they show in the theatres these days. | have no fucking ideas what's been released in the 
last six months," Alexi said while checking his phone. 


While Alexi was searching which movie he wanted to see, | checked my phone and saw a message from Jaska. 
Any news from Alexi? 


| had forgotten he was waiting for me to give him some news. At least, | could give him good ones for now. | 


texted him back. 

Brought him back home last night. he's ok 

| got an answer back almost instantly. 

k he writing new stuff? 

Apparently Jaska wanted more than just a quick status 
Not yet. Writers block Am taking care of him 


It would have been easier to talk on the phone but with Alexi around, it wasn't practical. Jaska texted back 
right away again. 


Great, just don't wanna know the details of what you mean by "faking care of him". Ah! Ah! 
| rolled my eyes at Jaska's last reply. He wouldn't miss an opportunity of teasing us since we had told the band. 
"Found anything you wanna see?," | asked him. 


"Not much.. Maybe this," Alexi said handing me his cell phone with some pictures of what looked like an action 


movie with cars. 


| didn't care what we were going to see. | just thought that if | kept him occupied doing other things than 


obsessing about writing music, it would probably happen faster and more naturally. Plus, a movie meant | could 


feed him popcorn, so at least he would eat something. 

"Fine with me," | said. "Wanna go during the day or later? They show it at LOO pm or at 800 pm only.” 

"We can go in an hour. | still need to shower. Then we go get my car after," Alexi said. 

Early afternoon, we were sitting in the theatre. There were just Il people, the two of us included. Sure, it was 
the middle of the day and the middle of the week. Normal people were working and kids were at school. Still, | 
found it awfully empty. Maybe the movie had been out for a while as well. | didn't know. It wasn't really 
captivating, but it had cars in it so Alexi was happy. He was also eating popcorn, so my plan to feed him was 
working. Next | would try to make him eat something decent, because pizza, red bull and popcorn were not 
necessarily the best dietary options. 

Half-way through the movie, after one of the many sequences with car races, Alexi poked my shoulder. 
"You're bored, aren't you?," he asked me. 

"Its ok." 

Of course, he had caught me looking at the ceiling a few times, around at the people in the other rows, if 
there was anyone behind us, which wasn't the case. | had already started to count the numbers of rows of 
seats in the room, just to keep myself busy. 


"Yeah, the movie sucks. Great cars but it doesn't save it, right?," he said. 


"You wanna leave?,” | asked him, thinking he wanted to go get his own car back instead of sitting here and 


watch the rest of the movie. 

"Not yet. | feel bad for you if you don't like the movie." 

"lll recover," | told him. 

"lts our first official movie date. It should be a good one," he replied. 

He put the bag of popcorn he had on his knees on the seat next to him and gave a look behind us. Then | saw 
a shit-eating grin appearing on his face and before | could say or do anything, because of course | knew that 
face and it meant trouble, Alexi was sitting on my lap, straddling me, his arms snaking around my neck. 


"If you don't like the action in the movie, maybe you'll like this better." 


"Here? Forget it," | protested. 


"Relax... No fucking but a little bit of action, ok?," he whispered. 

"Like what?,” | was dreading the answer to be honest. 

"Jack me off" 

"Lexi..." 

"Please, Janne," he purred in my ear before biting it gently. 

| couldn't deny | was turned on by the situation | was also hoping | wouldn't regret indulging in his stupid 
teenager behavior. We were adult in our thirties for god's sake so we should have known better but he 
basically had me wrapped around his finger and therefore | didn't push back. | reached for his belt and undid it, 
then opened the button of his oversized pants and unzipped the rest. My hand reached down and palmed him 
over his boxers. 

"You're hard already?," | asked a little surprised. 

"You know | like cars," he replied. 


"You like them that much?" 


"Ok, no, but | was thinking about you and doing this and.. | like you that much, yes," he grinned before putting 


his mouth on mine. 

| moved my hand inside his boxers and began to stroke him. 

"Be quiet, Lexi," | warned him, knowing unfortunately that being quiet was not his forte. 
"Then keep my mouth busy with yours," he said before kissing me again 


Unbelievably enough, nobody noticed us or anything we were doing. It didn't take long for Alexi to come. He bit 
my shoulder as he climaxed. That was retaliation for me biting him last night, | got the message. Even through 


the t-shirt fabric, lm sure | had his teeth marks. 


We made our way out of the theatre before the movie ended We drove to the studio to go and pick up his 


car. After that, back in Helsinki, we went out for dinner and went back home. 


A few days later, Alexi was still at my place. He had gone back to his apartment a few times to get clothes 
and a few things but he had spent every night here with me. He had forgotten about his fast idea and we had 
been doing things outdoors and been driving around most days when the weather was not so good. | stuck to 
my strategy of keeping him busy and not mentioning the upcoming album. | didn't want him to sit home on the 
couch looking at his guitar and over-obsessing again about the fact he hadn't written anything new yet. 


| could see he was starting to be more relaxed and be goofy and stupid around me, which meant he was 


getting back to normal. 


One evening, as we were still sitting on my couch after having watched an old concert of Alice Cooper, | finally 
brought up the subject of our living arrangements. | had rehearsed in my head too much what | wanted to say 
and how to say it and tried to guess what he would reply. | gave up on everything | had thought about in the 
last few weeks and just spat out what had been on my mind since a while. The few glasses of Bacardi | had 


downed in the evening probably helped making me think it would be a smooth move. 


"So.. What would you say if we go in the city tomorrow and check out real estate agencies and ads and maybe 
find a bigger place than here?," | said bluntly. 


| was already regretting to have said that but actually Alexi hadn't registered what | was talking about. 


"Why do you want to move? Your apartment is great," he answered not even looking at me while still browsing 


through the videos | had in the concert folder on my laptop. 
| liked my apartment, but if he had to move in with me, it was too small. Alexi's guitars and music gear would 
need one full extra bedroom, at least, and probably more closet space in our bedroom for all his clothes and 


maybe finding a little bit of extra common living space would be good so we wouldn't end up in each other's 


face all the time. | love him but we both need a bit of personal space at times. 
| realized | needed to say things a bit more clearly. 


"Yeah, it's really nice here but.. What if we'd find a larger place with more rooms, and we also put your name 


next to mine on the bell downstairs?" 


He raised his head from the laptop and looked at me a little shocked. Now | had caught his attention and it 
seemed the penny had dropped, finally. 


"What do..? You wanna..? You want us to move together?," he asked, his kohl-rimmed eyes suddenly wide open 
| nodded. 

"That is if you don't mind having me around full time," | added. 

In all honesty, it was a comical situation because in effect, we were living together already somehow, but it 
was not something we had said and discussed and it wasn't an established fact. It was not the same to tell 
people that he or | had slept at my or his place last night or to say that we were living together. He was a bit 


stunned by what | had said but | could also see a sparkle in his silvery blue eyes. 


"Are you fucking kidding me?," he asked. 


"No, I'm not fucking kidding you. Allu, please.. Will you move in with me?," | asked trying to sound serious and 
solemn but failing big time by smiling stupidly. In any case, that's how | felt. 


He smiled back and started laughing. 


"Then... Yes, Janne.. I'm moving in, motherfucker," he replied. "Man, you have no idea what you're getting 


yourself into,” he added with a smirk. 

"| think | pretty much know since I've spent about half of my life around you," | answered. 
"And you still want me to move in with you? You're borderline deranged then" 

"Well, | guess | have you to thank for that. You rubbed off on me after all these years." 

| pulled him up from the couch and took him in my arms. 

"Shit, we're getting serious now," he said shaking his head before kissing me. 


We walked to the bedroom and | could see he was suddenly looking around at everything, like he was mentally 


already inventorying what we had and what to move and so on. 

"So how do we do this?," Alexi asked. "We just go visit places and.. We pick one?" 

"Pretty much, yes, unless you have any other bright ideas." 

"No, it's just.. | haven't moved since a while. | don't even remember how | found my current apartment." 
| remember, it was a friend of Henkka moving out and he told you about it" 

"0h?.. Possible. It was long ago, like 6 years ago." 

It was T years ago," | corrected him. 

Alexi looked at me surprised. 

"Are you keeping a fucking file on me or what?" 

| flipped him off. 

"We should get a place with a big terrace outside or a penthouse on a roof and we need a big room where we 


can put my guitars and your keyboards and rehearse and.. That's gonna be so cool," he said thinking out loud. | 
could see the gears in his head turning fast. 


"Let's see what we can find and how much it costs," | said. 

"Like a big loft which we can turn into a big music room," he continued. 

"Yeah, that or we can move into the rehearsal studio, that will be basically the same," | said 
Alexi looked at me with a raised eyebrow. 

"That's not a bad idea, you know?" 

"It is a bad idea, it was a joke. Besides, there is no real kitchen in there." 

"So? | don't cook," he said. 

"No, but | do and you like me to cook for you." 

"True. Alright, whatever, a real apartment. For the two of us, and our instruments... Cool” 
He pulled me over the bed and we fell on the mattress next to each other. 


"Janne... Just.. One minute of seriousness, ok? You're sure? You want me 24/T?," he asked. "You always say 


that I." 

"Yes, you get on my nerves sometimes but | still want you around, all the time," | interrupted. 

"Fuck... You really love me, it seems," he said in awe. 

"Yes, | do. You really think I'd put up with all your crazy shit if | did not?" 

"| love you too, dude." 

"Please, stop with the dude thing. We'll just keep it for the press conferences and interviews, ok?," | said. 
"See? I'm fucking getting on your nerves already: 

| rolled on top of him. 

"Just shut up now," | said before kissing him. 

That night, | woke up and turned around to reach for Alexi. My hand padded on an empty spot. | opened my 


eyes and saw he was no longer in bed. | looked around and noticed some light coming from the hallway. It was 


very quiet outside of the bedroom but | could hear a faint familiar sound. 


| got up and walked out to see where Alexi was and what he was doing. The door of my small storage room 
where | keep my keyboards and other music and tour things was open. He was sitting there just wearing his 
underwear with his guitar plugged in the small amp he had brought with him a few days ago, headset plugged 
as well to make no noise. He was sitting at an angle with the door and | swear he should have seen me 
watching him but he was so into whatever he was playing that he didn’t. He had a small notepad next to his 
feet with some things scribbled on it already. Probably some chords sequences and other ideas. 


He was back into his music world and it seemed to flow nicely. | was sure he would end up getting inspired. He 
just needed a bit of time, and maybe the idea of us moving in together kinda put his mind at rest about us 
which meant he could finally get his creative switch on? | did actually fuck some sense into him, it seemed. 
Now | wondered what he would answer journalists when we'd promote the next album and we'd get the overly 
common questions about the song writing process and how he got inspired for this album. Whatever. I'll let him 


answer those, as usual. 
| left and walked back to the living room to get my phone and came back to watch him still fully absorbed into 
what he was doing. Before going back to bed, | snapped a picture of him playing and sent it to the other guys 


with a small caption. 


Our new album is on its way.. 


